To all the dyslexic kids that were told they were too lazy to learn-never stop dreaming.
But that was his hangover rationalizing the morning's pain, and hangovers have a way of weeding out the nuances of thorny situations. In truth, Walter had been wrestling with his decision to move back home since the whole Mina Bissel thing went down at the end of his junior year, and he'd come to the shameful realization that he wasn't ready to face the world on his own. This, along with his hangover, accounted for his current bout of self-loathing. He had the vague sense that he wasn't fully formed, that some key element in his development hadn't properly blossomed yet. Walter couldn't remember a time when he didn't have the nagging suspicion that he was somehow responsible for his mother's lack of warmth. Her inability to show affection had left Walter feeling . . . lonely, in a way that was hard to explain. And knowing that his kid-sister was going through the same thing, or more, because of his absence left Walter with a desire, or perhaps it was a sense of duty, to protect his kid sister or at least be there for her until she made it out of the house. He found it difficult to be more specific, but his yearning for something familial was real, no matter how dysfunctional his family was. That's why he'd applied for a job at his old high school. People who taught high school had their shit together, therefore, if he got the job, he'd have his together, or so Walter's reasoning went. But beyond that, he desperately wanted to be emotionally capable enough to stand on his own, to have the financial ability to afford his own place, and to have a girlfriend who was ready for a real relationship, not one riddled with juvenile insecurities, his or hers. Therefore, Walter needed to get his shit together. It was almost noon by the time Walter planted his six-foot-three, two hundred eighteen pound frame on the tattered driver's seat, hung the tassel from his graduation cap with its little gold plastic 2011 insignia on the rearview mirror, and ran his brawny hand through his short-cropped hair. He'd saved the passenger seat for the box containing his grandfather's porn collection. Grandpa Buster La Bonya had loaned it to Walter, authorizing him to contemporize it, and fill in some gaps while he was away at college.
Walter had never known his father. Therefore, even though he'd only met his grandpa a few times, Walter was flattered, and arduously applied himself to the task. At that time, it was strictly old school, nothing digital, just good old glossy girl-next-door types with unshaved bushes dating back to WWII. Under Walter's care, the collection had nearly doubled in size, and there was nary a pubic hair to be found.
The minivan was loaded from its worn floor mats to the nicotine stained headliner, and sat low on bad shocks. of-a-bitch, this wasn't supposed to be happening. This emotional convulsion wasn't about puking up his meds. Walter was having a complete meltdown. Somehow life had caught up with him. He was an adult now, and adults were supposed to have their shit together, and here he was massively hung over, moving back home and crying his fool head off. If this wasn't a life crisis, then he didn't want any part of one.
He drove the rest of the afternoon alternating between being mesmerized by the rippling heat waves that fractured his vision, as they rose from the endless baking asphalt that stretched out before him, and fighting the hot, dry steady winds and eighteenwheelers that jostled the overloaded van making steering an unrelenting task. Walter's radio offered little distraction from his self-loathing. He could either listen to country western music fade in and out or Justin Timberlake singing "Sexy Back" over and over again. Walter figured lots of people had good reason to scream when they heard
